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Glossary of terms 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction. Later chapters contain scenes of a graphic nature. If easily offended, do not read. No 


malice is/was intended by the author. 

Glossary 

Ive decided fo include this glossary of Irish and Welsh terms, along with their correct pronunciation, for those of 
you who have no clue as to who these deities are. They are part of Celtic Mythology, and the religion commonly 


known as Wicca, mainly what is called "The Irish Tradition’. 


As someone who was brought up with some of the well known Celtic Mythology tales, | am familiar with who is 
who, and what is what. | now share this information with you 


Much love and thanks to the author Edain McCoy and her book "Celtic Myth € Magic" for her informative 
descriptions of these Celtic Gods and Goddesses 


Cian (Jonathan's alter ego): Cian is one of the sons of Diancecht, the god of medicine. According to Irish Celtic 
mythology, he went to retrieve a cow, stolen by Balor, one of the lesser known Sun Deities. Whilst at Balor's 
castle, Cian found out that Balor had imprisoned his daughter, Eithne, in a tower, due to a prophecy that said 
that he would die by the hand of his grandson. Cian freed Eithne, went on to marry, and have a son, the God, 
Lugh. And, just as the prophecy declared, Balor was indeed killed by his grandson, Lugh. 


Pronunciation. KEE-awn. 


Taliesin (Kirk's alter ego} Although this God is described as a "Pan-Celtic" god, he is most recognised by the 
branch of Wicca that specialises in Welsh mythology. 


Taliesin is seen as the greatest of all the Celtic bards, not counting Merlin The name Taliesin roughly 
translated can mean either "radiant" or "shining brow". His mother was Cerridwen, who gave birth to Taliesin 
after swallowing her errant servant, Gwyn Due to both the divine Taliesin and the historical Taliesin having 
been merged, many men have been said to have been his father. These include, Caradawc the Strong Armed, 
and a sixth century bard, Henwig. The Taliesin from the history books was educated in Llanvithin, in the Welsh 
city of Glamorgan, 


According to the description given in Edain McCoy's book, the mythological Taliesin sang often, with full 
knowledge of being many animals and inanimate objects. In doing so, he acknowledged that the Gods gave him 
full knowledge of every one of the incarnations in which he seemed to exist. Many of his tales are told in the 
style of his being an eye witness, and also said that he had been present at any occurrence of great 


importance, both past and present, since the beginning of time. 


Cerridwen was his inspiration, and he was a magician of great skill. Talhaiarn was the only one considered to be 


a greater magician than Taliesin 


Pronunciation. Tal-ee-ESS-en 


Diancecht (Cians Father): This was the God of medicine, and was also the master physician to the Tuatha De 
Danann. He is credited with slaying the serpent children of the Morrigan, by drowning them in waters of the 


River Barrow, and dispersing their power. 


He also had two other children apart from Cian, Miach and Airmid, who were also talented healers. They were 
often to be found at the Spring of Health, brewing healing spells, and concocting charms. Diancecht was proud 

of his son and daughter, and loved them dearly. This was until his son, Miach, made a new eye for King Nuada, 
and Airmid replaced the king's severed hand with one made of gold. This displeased Diancecht so much that he 


had Miach killed. Airmid managed to escape, and became an even more powerful healer than her father. 


Diancecht, in turn, was blamed for denying the Earth the cure for all illness by slaying Miach and discontinuing 


the successful male/female partnership that was Miach and Airmid. He scattered to the four winds Airmid's 


extensive knowledge of herbs. 


Pronunciation. DE‘on-keht. 


Cerridwen: This Goddess is found in both Scottish and Welsh mythology. She is well known for her great 


cauldron of knowledge, and is also known as being the deity of the moon and grain. 


The name of her cauldron was Amen, and the wisdom potion contained within it was known as greal. This gave 


rise to the popular image of the witch at Halloween, stirring her cauldron, and making witches brew. 


According to the myth, and modern Wiccan practice, the potion of knowledge took a year and a day to prepare. 
This is a well known passage of time in Celtic lore, symbolising the time of study before formal initiation. It is 
also the period of time that is given to people who are ‘hand fastened’ to their lovers. 


Cerridwen's servant, Gwyn, was given the task of watching the greal. However, whilst doing this, some of the 
greal splashed onto Gwyn's fingers. Instinctively, Gwyn licked his fingers and ate some of the potion As a 
result, he gained all knowledge, and was able to see into both the past and future. (This is similar to the Irish 
legend of ‘Fionn Mac Cool and The Salmon of Knowledge’). Gwyn then fled from Cerridwen. 


Cerridwen found out what Gwyn had done and set out to find him, and the pair took many forms, until Gwyn 
transformed into a speck of grain. Cerridwen transformed into a chicken and ate Gwyn, resulting in the birth of 


Taliesin. 


PronunciationKARE-id-win or KARE-id-oo'in. 


Ap/Mac: Ap is the Welsh form of ‘son’, as in Taliesin Ap Elffin. 


Mac is also the Irish form of ‘son’, as in Cian Mac Diancecht. 


Mo Ghra/Carysin lrish/Welsh, it means ‘my love' or ‘love! 


Lugh (Cian's Son): Lugh is considered the principle male deity in Celtic mythology. He is a God of sun, light, and 
the grain harvest, fire, metallurgy, crafting, weaving, and as a protector of the weak. He was said to be able to 
transform into human form to worship among the Druids. Lugh also has his own feast day, or Sabbat; 


Lughnasadh. 


Because he was so talented, Lugh was able to gain admittance to Tara, when only the most skilled people were 
allowed admittance. Lugh asked the gatekeeper if they had a scribe. The gate keeper replied that yes, they did. 
Lugh then asked if they had a seer. The answer was, again, yes. After Lugh had gone through an extensive list, 


and was told that yes, they had each of theses people, he then asked if they had a person that possessed all 
of these skills. Naturally, they did not, and so Lugh was able to enter. 


Lugh was also equated with the Greek God, Apollo. 

Pronunciation: Loo. 

The Hil of Tara This features in both Irish mythology and factual history. It is a landmark here in Ireland, and 
is found in the county of Meath. Hundreds of years ago, Ireland was split into five provinces, instead of the 


modern four: Ulster, Munster, Leinster, Connaught, and Royal Meath. 


Tara was where the Royal Irish family lived for thousands of years. It is now a major tourist attraction. 


Chapter | 


October 3st 1184: 

It was a cold, damp, chilly San Francisco night, a stereotypical Halloween night. Kirk was carefully making his 
way back to the hovel that he and his band mates laughingly called an apartment, the effects of large 
amounts of vodka, Jagermeister, and several lines of Peruvian nose candy making him sway to and fro. 

He wasn't in the least bit nervous, although James and Lars had voiced their concerns before going back to 
more pressing matters. Namely the stunning twins that they'd miraculously managed to score with, both of 


them dressed as Laurel and Hardy. Cliff, however, was either too stoned, too drunk, and quite possibly both to 
give a flying fuck about Kirk's safety. Kirk was used to this, and so had left the Three Musketeers to it. 


as fast as his drug and alcohol riddled body would let him, nearly throwing up as he did so. 

Seeing no-one, Kirk shook his head gently, muttering to himself. Then, from seemingly out of the blue, it hit 
him. Or rather, they hit him. Three dark figures, two pushing him backwards into the wall of a derelict house, 
making his body shake violently. 

The two figures said nothing, merely tightened their grip on his arms, and Kirk yelled in pain 

"Look, if it's my wallet you want, take it! There's fuck all in there, but take it! Just let me fucking gol" he said, 
trying to free his left arm to take his wallet out. Their grip increased, and Kirk whimpered, sure that they'd 
just broken his arm. He really didn't need this shit, not now. They had a show coming up in three days time. 
The third figure finally spoke, a soft lilting mixture of Welsh and Irish, but with an air of authority about it. 
‘Let him loose! You know what my instructions were: my successor was not fo be harmed" 


Kirk stared at the dark shadow in front of him, blinking in disbelief. His successor? 


"Okay, what the fuck is going on here?" Kirk asked, an angry edge to his voice. "Your successor? What in the 
fuck is that supposed to mean?" 


The third man stepped into the pale moonlight to face Kirk, and Kirk gasped in shock. This guy was his double. 
Right down to the almost baby-ish look about him. He possessed Kirk's long curly ebony black hair, his saucer 


accents. 


"Lars, if this is your idea of a Halloween joke, and you're trying to scare me shitless, then, my friend, you've 
succeeded. Now stop dicking around, and take a hike!" yelled Kirk 


‘Lars?" asked the man, looking puzzled. 

"l can assure you, young Kirk, | am not your friend Lars My name is Taliesin Ap Elffin, and | am of Celtic descent. 
h fact, | was born around the time your friend Lars‘ Viking ancestors were just beginning their long ascent into a 
mighty warrior race." 

Kirk was stunned, and still convinced that this really was someone's idea of a Halloween joke. 

“Sure, buddy. And I'm Mata Hari." 


Taliesin sighed. 


"Kirk, we can do this the easy way, or the hard way. And let me assure you, my child, you do not want the hard 
way. The last unfortunate who chose the hard way died a slow and agonizing death." 


"Do fucking what? And could you please tell your goons to let go of my fucking arms? l'm a guitarist, and as 
far as | know, | think that I'll need my arms to play!" 


Taliesin smiled at Kirk, and raised his hand. The two men who were holding Kirk let him go. Kirk rubbed at his 
arms, shaking the stiffness and pain out of them. 

instrument of choice." smiled Taliesin. 

Kirk glared at Taliesin 

“Surprise me." he growled. 


Before he could react, Taliesin had swiftly crossed the divide between them, and had grabbed Kirk by the 
throat, lifting him up off of his feet. Kirk struggled, kicking wildly as he gasped for air. 


‘Didn't your parents ever teach you fo respect your elders?’, Taliesin said quietly. 


Kirk could only nod, as his face began to turn purple. Taliesin calmly dropped Kirk to the ground, and he 
towered over him. 


‘1 can see that | have made a good choice with you. You are so much lke | was when I first met... 


Taliesin's voice trailed away, and his face clouded over with sadness. Kirk sat on the pavement, and looked up at 


Taliesin. 


"You know, maybe l'd cooperate with you a lot more if you told me what the fuck it is you want with me. In 


case you hadn't noticed, l'm as scared as all hell here." 

"I is a long story, my child, and one that is not easily explained All that you need to know is that | am not long 
for this world For the past thousand years, | have been searching for my soul mate, my one true love, without 
success." replied Taliesin, quietly. 

"Tell me, young Kirk, have you ever been in love before?" 

Now that he thought of it, Kirk realized that no, he'd never been in love. He shook his head. 

"Then, my child, you will have no understanding of what my plans are for you. But, make no mistake, Kirk, you will 
learn as you continue your journey in hfe. There is but one name that you will need to remember: Cian. h my 
culture, we have a strong belief in the afterlife, that one's soul never truly des, that it goes on for all eternity. 
Cian was my soul mate, Kirk. He was taken away from me, over a thousand years ago, and | have been searching 
for him ever since." 


Kirk's head snapped up, his face filled with shock and surprise. 


"This gets better and better. A thousand years? You can't have been searching for that long! You can't have 


Taliesin smiled, knowingly. 

"What aren't real?" 

Kirk lowered his head, afraid to look at Taliesin. 
"You know... 
"No, Kirk, | dont. Tell me." 

Kirk was almost afraid to answer. He'd seen enough vampire movies to know one when he saw one. At least, he 
thought he did. 

nodded, before unsheathing his fangs, making them gleam in the moon light. 


"Yes, Kirk, lam a Vampire. And as I said, | am not long for this world | need someone to continue my search for 


Cian And that someone, Kirk, is you." 


Kirk swallowed, hard. "Me? Why? How?" 


Taliesin moved closer to Kirk, his movement making Kirk unknowingly bare his neck to him. 


n" 


Kirk tried in vain to back away from Taliesin, but the satyr was more than able for the slightest movement 
he made, and pinned Kirk to the wall behind them. In one terrifyingly swift movement, Taliesin sank his fangs 
into Kirk's jugular vein, and drank deeply. Kirk went to scream, but the sound was lost in the fog that now 
covered most of the Bay Area. His legs kicked wildly as he tried, and failed to escape Taliesir's clutches. 


Taliesin moaned, almost as if he was about to reach the hardest orgasm he'd ever had, licking and sucking at 
the large wound on Kirk's neck Kirk finally gave up the fight, knowing that this was it. Lars or Cliff were going 
to find his cold, lifeless body in a bloodless heap on the pavement. He could actually hear his heart slowing 
down, right down to its final beats. Kirk silently said The Lord's Prayer, figuring that it might get him into 


Heaven. 

Taliesin was also aware of Kirk's heart slowing down and gently pulled away from his neck. Kirk lay before him, 
hovering between life and death, his eyes heavily lidded, his skin covered in a fine sheen of cold sweat. Taliesin 
quickly bit into his wrist, his own blood coming out in a slow stream. He held it against Kirk's cold lips. 


‘My child, drink. You must drink if you are to find my Cian." 


Kirk lapped at the blood that dipped onto his lips, slowly at first. Then he latched his mouth onto Taliesin's 


wrist, and drank deeply, making Taliesin howl in a mixture of pleasure and pain. 


n" 


Kirk moaned loudly as Taliesin's blood ran down his throat, burning slightly. Taliesin whispered, his life force now 


a part of Kirk. 


With that, Taliesin crumbled to dust in Kirk's arms. Soon after, Kirk passed out cold. The next thing he 


remembered was waking up in his bed.......and a small voice filling his mind. 
"Taliesin? Taliesin? Where are you, mo ghra? SAVE Me... 


Without even thinking about it, he answered automatically. 


n" 


Chapter 2 


October 3ist, 1184 


It was a typical Bakersfield, California night- hot, humid, and dusty. He reached across to his bedside locker, and 
fumbled for his inhaler. This kind of weather made his already bad asthma even worse. His face was beginning 
to turn purple, and he felt like he was being wrapped in a large, hot wet blanket. 


Jonathan put the mouthpiece into his mouth, and took two large puffs of the inhaler. It instantly started to 
work, easing the pressure in his chest, making breathing a lot easier. He flopped back onto his bed, the 


mattress bouncing under him. 


He stared out of his bedroom window, wishing that he could break out of this shithole town. God, he hated it. 


School was hell, home was hell, in fact, his whole life was hell. 


School was hell because from the moment that he walked in the doors, he was either being beaten up, or being 
verbally abused. By both the students and the teachers. Then there was Reggie Arvizu. He couldn't avoid that 

fucker, even if he tried. If he missed him at school, he was either in his father's music store, or sitting in the 
family's living room. Either way, he was fucked, thought Jonathan, 


Home was hell, because his father had found God, and was determined to make sure that his thirteen year old 
son found Him as well. Over the last few weeks, just when Jonathan had thought that his dad couldn't get any 
weirder, it all came to a head. His dad, plus two of his other friends, had shown up, and forcibly dragged a 
bewildered Jonathan off to their church. 


Then they sat him on a chair in front of the congregation, and began an Exorcism on him. Inwardly, Jonathan 
was terrified Outwardly, however, he'd put on his game face, and stared defiantly as the charade continued. 
His father, humiliated, then dragged him home and made him put all of his Motley Crue stuff into an oil drum, 
and burned the lot. That hurt more than the failed exorcism. 


And then there was Lillie, or "The Cunt", as Jonathan called her. She was even worse than Reggie Arvizu, and 
Jonathan didn't think that that was possible. At least Reggie didn't force him to drink Tabasco sauce when he 
had a cold. He just shoved his head down the toilet and flushed it every now and again. Other than that, Reg 


just relied on good old fashioned intimidation tactics. And the occasional kicking. 


Now, to top it all off, there was The Voice. If his father ever found out about it, he'd really have him 


exorcised. He'd have him committed as ‘Spawn of Satan’ for sure. 


Not that The Voice was telling him to murder his family in their sleep; far from it. It was actually quite a 
beautiful voice, a mix of both a Welsh and an Irish accent, and filled with love. It tended to come to him if he'd 


had a really bad day, if Lillie or Reggie were giving him a tough time. He'd be lying in bed, tears of fury spilling 


down his face, when it would speak to him. 


n" 


It was the name that The Voice would call him that confused Jonathan slightly. Cian was not a name that he'd 
ever heard before. And he'd certainly never been called that. His pet name within his family was usually Nonie, 
given to him by his Grandpa Houseman when he was only three years old. But nevertheless, The Voice would 
calm him down; let him know that he was loved. 

Tonight was different. For the past week, The Voice had grown weaker. It didn't come to him as often as it did 
before, it sounded.......sad. Like it had been denied in its search for something. Or someone. Strangely enough, 


Jonathan was starting to miss it. 


The moon was full, round and bright in the hot Bakersfield sky that Halloween night. Jonathan loved looking at it, 


losing himself in its glow. 

That's when it hit him, with all the force of one of Reggie's punches to the stomach. 

It was as if Jonathan had been lifted from his body and into someone else's. And this ‘someone else’ looked 
exactly like he did, only about ten years older. He was a tall thin man, with long, bedraggled blonde hair that 
was about shoulder length. His eyes were an impossibly deep brown, and Jonathan thought that he was going 


to drown in them. 


A voice filled his mind, one that was of an Irish tone, soft, lilting, but most definitely not like the leprechauns 


that Jonathan had seen in the cartoons, or movies. 


"Do not be atraid young Jonathan" it said. "I have no intention of harming you, mo paiste. Rather, | need you To 
help me." 


Jonathan stared at this vision, puzzled. 
"Mo paiste? What does that mean? And why do you need my help?" 
The young man spoke again. 


"Do not worry. Mo paiste’ is simply a way of saying my child’ in my own tongue. And | need your help to find m 
ry. P ply y ying my yY Ju y p yY 


He is near, Jonathan. But | have no way of taking human form. This is why | need your help." 


The vision in front of Jonathan opened its mouth slightly, revealing two long, sharp fangs. Jonathan reeled 
backwards, terrified He lost all power of speech, was unable to even scream. 


So this was the Cian that The Voice would say that it was searching for. Cian advanced on Jonathan, even as 
the young boy scrambled desperately back up his bed to escape from him. 


not take long, nor will it hurt. Thankfully, | have enough time to explain to you what this means. You will not age as 
others do, nor will you die. What you are, and will be, is an incarnation of me. You will grow to look as I do, but you 
will also continue my search for Taliesin This will be your whole reason for IWING.c..aNd mark my words, mo ghra, 


you will not rest until you tind him." 


Jonathan had frozen on his bed in sheer terror. Cian saw this as his chance, and swooped down upon his 
shaking frame. Jonathan only whimpered, and tried to turn away, unwittingly exposing his pale neck to Cian Cian 


sank his razor sharp fangs into Jonathan's neck, bringing forth a howl of agony from Jonathan. 


It did not last long, as Cian was quick to silence Jonathan, drinking deeply from the gaping wound on the young 
child's neck He sucked and lapped greedily from it, making Jonathan thrash wildly on his bed, before his body 
stilled, and his heart slowed to a dull thud. 


Cian pulled away, and stared down at Jonathan's seemingly lifeless body. For a young man, he was stunningly 
beautiful, and Cian was sure that he had made the right choice in this youth. He bit into his own wrist, and 
held it close to Jonathan's lips. 


n 


Jonathan did not need telling twice. He latched onto Cian's wrist, and sucked at it powerfully. Cian bit back a cry 
of pain as Jonathan drank, feeling his own life slip away. Just as Jonathan fell backwards onto the bed, Cian 
crumbled to dust in front of the young man, leaving Jonathan shaking with fear and bewilderment. Then he 
passed out. 


When Jonathan awoke the next night, he found himself instinctively calling out to the mysterious Taliesin... 


n" 


"Taliesin? Taliesin? Where are you, mo ghra? Save me..... 


n" 


Chapter 3 


Huntingdon Beach, January 8th, 1993. 
It was Jonathan's twenty second birthday, and his life had changed since that Halloween night almost ten years 
ago. He had long since come to terms with his new found vampiric state, and revelled in its advantages. 


The first person that he revealed himself to was his long time tormentor, Reggie Arvizu. They'd been left 


alone at Jonathan's house one night, attempting to scare themselves shitless by watching "Salem's Lot". 
It wasn't working. 


Reggie could only laugh at the crappy special effects, while Jonathan simply couldn't believe that this was how 
people were viewing his newly found kind They weren't that ugly, for a start. 


Jonathan had let out a loud snort of derision at one point. 

"Oh for fuck's sake! We're not all that fucking stupid!" 

Reggie stared at Jonathan, half shocked, half amused at what he'd thought Jonathan had said. 

"Um......what do you mean, we?" he asked Jonathan, quietly. 

Jonathan tried to cover his tracks, and quickly. 

"We? Did | say ‘we'? | meant to say ‘they’." 

Reggie merely glared at Jonathan, not believing him for a minute. 

"No, | heard you. You definitely said ‘we’. Now, either you're taking drugs: in which case, can | have some too; 
or there's something you're not telling me. And if its what | think it is, then, HIV, we have got to bring you to 


a shrink" 


Jonathan sighed. After keeping his secret for almost four years, with one slip of the tongue he'd let it out. 
And to Reggie fucking Arvizu at that. 


Fuck. 
"No, Fieldy (Reggie's newly acquired nickname), I'm not on drugs. And even if | was, | wouldn't share them with 


you. Nor do | need to see a shrink The reason why | know that vampires aren't that ugly or stupid is because 


| am one." 


Fuck, how hard was that? 
Fieldy's response was to almost fall off of the sofa with laughter. 


“That's funny, HIV! You haven't made me laugh that hard since | shoved you face first down the toilet in 
eighth grade!" 


Jonathan glared at his so-called ‘friend’, his deep brown eyes almost turning black with anger. His voice took on 


a low growl as he spoke. 

"Do | look like I'm fucking kidding?" 

Fieldy stopped laughing, the tone of Jonathan's voice letting him know that Jonathan meant business. Jonathan's 
face had hardened slightly, and Fieldy could see that for some reason, Jonathan was trying very hard to 


contain himself. 


Jonathan winced slightly, as he tried, vainly, to keep his fangs sheathed. 


Jonathan features changed before Fieldy's eyes, his eyes narrowing to become barely recognisable slits of 


black. 
And then, Jonathan bared his teeth, to reveal two gleaming, razor sharp fangs. 


Fieldy immediately backed away, and, even though he didn't really believe in God, he began to frantically make 
the Sign of the Cross, mumbling prayers in Spanish. 


Jonathan rolled his eyes, exasperatedly. 


"That doesn't work, Reg. One of the first people | fed on tried that one. Although, | have to admit, | half 
expected to disappear in a puff of smoke, and reappear in Hell. But........no. Maybe God loves the Undead as well." 


He laughed, finding his last statement funny. Reggie, however, was too shit scared to find Jonathan's newly 
discovered sense of humour amusing. 


Jonathan assumed his ‘normal form, feeling his fangs resheath. 


"When | was thirteen. And before you ask, don't. The story's too long and unbelievable for me to explain it to 
you. Alll you need to know is that; a) I'm gay, and b) | will never have a normal boyfriend, because, believe it or 
not, my ‘soul mate is out there, searching for me. And | him. So, Reggie, you can feel safe around me, because 
there is no way in hell that I'd want your fat ass!" 


Reggie continued to stare at Jonathan 


"How do you know that your ‘soul mate' is out there? Its not as if he's sending you messages on a regular 
basis, is it?" 


Jonathan grinned. 


"Can | just say how fucking weird this is getting?” 

"Yog" 

"This is getting fucking weird." 

Jonathan stood up from the sofa, and began to pace the room slowly. 

"Not only that, but, according to my sire......" he began, before Reggie interrupted with: "Your sire?" 


"Yes, Reggie, my sire. The man who made me into a vampire. Anyway, he told me that my whole reason for 


my existence as a vampire is to continue his search for his lover." 

"Awww." smiled Fieldy. "Nothing like a bit of romance to make you want to puke." 

Jonathan folded his arms and glared yet again at Reg. 

"Don't make me unsheathe these fangs again, pal. Try and remember that | haven't fed yet this evening.’ 
That soon shut Reg up, so Jonathan continued his strange tale. 

"Apparently, my sire's name was Cian, and he was an Irish Nobleman's son And not just any Irish nobleman, a 
Celtic nobleman, he lived in the time when the Celts were worshipping dozens of different deities. All | know is 
that he was in love with another man, by the name of Taliesin, and that they were forcibly parted. By the 
looks of it, they've been searching for each other for possibly thousands of years." 

Fieldy was stunned. Since he was a full year ahead of Jonathan in high school, he wasn't aware that Jonathan 


had spectacularly flunked his History classes. And he was damn sure that ancient Celtic history wasn't on the 


curriculum. 


"Holy shit. You're fucking serious, aren't you?" 

Jonathan nodded. 

"And you don't want anyone else to know about this?" 

"Not a soul. Which is ironic, since l'm not supposed to have one." 
Reg smiled at Jonathan. 


‘Okay. Your secrets safe with me. Just don't fucking feed off of me!" 


And so it had been for three years. When Jonathan had joined Fieldy's new band, along with three other guys; 
Head, Munky, and David, they'd immediately noticed that Jonathan wasn't exactly a fan of daylight. 


Fieldy had explained this away easily, by telling the guys that Jonathan found it hard to sleep at night, that he 
suffered from a touch of insomnia. Hence his habit of sleeping during the day. And, amazingly enough, the 
others bought it. 


And yet, throughout all of this upheaval in Jonathan's life one thing was constant, was always there. 


‘lam so near, carys.......80 near, and yet far away. Where are your" 


Chapter 4 


January 22nd, 1993. 

Kalamazoo, MI. 

"Another town, another gig, again we will explode". 

Or so the lyric went. 

Kirk, at this point of the tour, felt like doing anything but exploding on stage. 


In fact, this whole tour was draining. Apart from the fact that his cocaine use was in danger of making his 
nose fall out, band harmony wasn't top of the list either. 


Lars had discovered the joys of the rock star lifestyle, and his white leather jacket was the cause of much 
hilarity within Metallica 


Add to that James' attempt to barbeque himself, and the near constant travelling, and Kirk was on the verge 
of collapse. And the worst thing about it all was the fact that they were on tour for at least another seven 
months. 

‘Cian’ must have sensed his discomfort at times. Sometimes, when Kirk was lying in bed, trying vainly to sleep, 
Cian's voice would suddenly be there. Soft, calm, soothing, loving. And for some reason, Kirk felt that if Cian 
Lost even. 


‘Mo ghra......! am near. | love you.....stay strong We will be together soon, | promise..." 


Kirk didn't even think about replying. It just happened, without him even trying. 


Kirk lay awake that afternoon, staring at the non-descript ceiling in the shitty hotel he was in. Sleep did not 
come easy to him, and never did since Taliesin had sired him. For some reason, Kirk was replaying the night 


that his secret had been discovered by his band mates... 


Kirk tossed and turned in his bed, hunger pains catching hold of his stomach with a vice like grip. It had been 


three days since he'd last been able to feed, since he'd last given Tony, his tour manager the slip. 

It wasn't hard to find a meal, especially since the success of "Master of Puppets". Groupies would often swarm 
around them like flies. All he needed to do was lure one of these girls into a quiet corner, before sinking his 
teeth into their necks and drinking deeply. 

And, as an added bonus, Kirk had discovered that he also had incredible healing powers. With one quick lick of 
his tongue, the puncture wounds would disappear, and he could put the girls' state down to either drunkenness 


or overexcitement. 


For a while, it worked. No-one ever noticed Kirk's prelidiction for sleeping during the day, or that he barely ate 


what was considered ‘normal food. He was a rock star, a guitar god. 

And even they were allowed their foibles. 

Hell, Jimmy Page let everyone believe that he was a Satanist. And it didn't do his career any harm. 

Until that fateful night, when his hunger grew so bad, that he'd actually tried to feed off Oilrig. His lapse of 
judgement didn't disgust him; it just proved that he really must have been desperate. 

Served him right for thinking that the Hunger could be ignored. 

Lars had let out a yell of terror, thinking that Kirk had lost his mind, while the only thing that Kirk could think 
of doing was to sink his fangs into Lars' jugular vein and drinking deeply. It had taken James, Jason, Tony Smith 
and ‘Big’ Mick Hughes to drag what they had previously thought of as Kirk's scrawny body off of Lars’ wildly 
kicking form. 


What James, Jason, Tony and Mick were faced with was a Kirk that they didn't recognise. 


A Kirk with narrow, blackened slits for eyes, two razor sharp fangs that gleamed in the light of his hotel 


room. 


A Kirk that wasn't the happy, mellowed out Kirk that they'd grown to love over the years, but a Kirk that 
resembled a wild animal, growling and snapping at anyone that came near, kicking and howling, literally baying for 
blood. 


Lars looked at this animal that resembled his friend, and wondered who it really was. 


In the end, Kirk had fallen onto the bed in a jumbled heap, too hungry and exhausted to carry on fighting. His 


skin had taken on a pale appearance, and he simply lay there, whimpering feebly. 


"Must....feed......80...hungry........feed....feed.......' Was all that came from Kirk's lips, dry and cracked as they were. 


His breathing was shallow, and he looked for the entire world like he was about to die. 


Kirk's band mates stood there, panicking, wondering what the fuck they were going to do. It was James who 
spoke first. He knelt down beside Kirk, rubbing his back, trying to calm his friend down. 


"Holy fucking shit." gasped Jason. 
"He's......n0. They don't exist. They're not real.” 
Kirk lifted his head to look at Jason and Lars, his fangs slowly growing longer as his Hunger intensified. 


"Looks to me like he is, Newkid. Our Hamster's a Vampire. And if he doesn't feed soon, then he's going to die." 
said James, quietly. 


The room fell silent, save for the pained breathing of Kirk, quietly moaning in pain. 
Lars stood up, and made for the door. 
"Where are you going?" asked a confused James. 


"That's my friend lying there, in pain, and crying. Do you honestly think that I'm going to sit here and do 


nothing?" replied Lars, reaching for the door. 


"And how are you going to help him? Go to the nearest T-Il and ask the clerk for a six pack of blood?!?" 
shouted Jason in disbelief. 


"No, Jason. l'm going to pick up a groupie. | get the feeling that that's how Kirk's been feeding up until now." 
said Lars, as he left the room. 


Ten minutes later, Lars reappeared, two drunken girls behind him. 


"Sit there. Don't move. Kirk's gonna love this....... 


Lars went over to Kirk, who by now, was barely able to move. He shook Kirk, bending down to whisper to him. 


"Hamster? Hamster? It's gonna be okay, I've found you two girls to feed on. | can keep one distracted long 


enough for you to feed off of the other. The other girl is there if you still need to feed" 

Kirk nodded, and began to push himself up to a sitting position 

The girls paired off with each of them, and, true to his word, Lars began to make out with his girl. 

Kirk's girl didn't even look as if she was any older than sixteen, and for one split second, Kirk felt sorry for 
what he was going to do. But the Hunger was taking over, and before he could think twice about it, he sank his 
fangs into the young girl's neck. 

The girl didn't even have time to scream as Kirk drank deeply, the blood burning as it flowed down his throat. 
He drained her of as much blood as he could get away with, without killing her, before licking at the wound, and 
then letting her fall to the bed. 

"Aw, shit! She's passed out, she's that drunk!" complained Kirk. 

Lars went over to him. 


"Do you need any more?" he asked. 


Kirk shook his head, his eyes returning to normal, and his fangs receding back to their usual position in his 
mouth. 


It only took a few minutes for them both to get the drunken girls out of the room, before Kirk turned to his 
friend. 


"A vampire? Since ‘84. Remember that Halloween when | walked home by myself? That's when | was sired. And 
to tell you the truth, even now | still can't quite believe my reason for being a vampire." replied Kirk, sitting on 


the bed. 

"Go on. Tell me. It can't be any weirder that what I've already heard." 

| was sired by a vampire named Taliesin. Apparently, I'm his ‘successor’. He chose me to look for his soul 
mate. And his name is Cian. Where he is, | have no fucking clue. All | know is that he is out there, because he 


talks to me." 


Lars looked at Kirk, not believing a word. 


"Sure, buddy." 


"At this point, | don't really care if you believe me or not. But he's out there. Somewhere. And | have to find 
him. Because if he's Taliesin’s soul mate, then he's my soul mate. Which means that I'm now officially gay. In 
private, anyway. All those groupies are only good for one thing now, and that's feeding. But, my friend, this is 
between me and you. If James knows that l'm gay, he'll hit the roof." 


Lars nodded. "It still sounds weird, but if that's how it is, then who am | to say otherwise? Just don't have a 


freak out like you did tonight. | don't think we could hide the next one." 


And that was that. Nothing else was ever said about Kirk's homosexuality, or about his being a vampire. Or 
about his soul mate, Cian. Lars did occasionally throw him the odd weird look, but that was about it. 


Cian's voice filled his head again, just as he was about to drift off to sleep. 


"You are no longer the only one who is now in a group. | too, have joined a group. You always did say that | had 


the voice of an angel" 


Kirk sat bolt upright in his bed, as the daylight vainly tried to break its way through the thick curtains that 


draped the windows. 


"Not yet, mo chara. But | have no reason to doubt that he soon will But never forget that | will always hold you 


n" 


in my heart, Talesin. Always... 


Chapter 5 


As the years went on, both Jonathan and Kirk, and, as a result, Taliesin and Cian, grew closer and closer. Their 


paths very rarely crossed, however, apart from when Korn toured with Metallica in 1996. 


Jonathan, however, was incapable at the time to even consider letting Cian's voice be heard. The stress and 


strain of being a Vampire and a rock star had played havoc with his already fragile mental and physical state. 


His depression had given rise to his dependency on drugs and alcohol, and when Kirk/Taliesin had tried to 
communicate with Jonathan/Cian, it brought forth a display of bad temperament and anger that Kirk/Taliesin 
backed reluctantly away. 


Kirk was inconsolable. He resorted to locking himself into his hotel room, often crying himself to sleep over his 
lost love. He called out, silently, to his sire's spirit, asking over and over again why Jonathan, and in turn, Cian, 
was shutting him out. 


On the third week of the tour, Taliesin finally answered Kirk 


"Do not worry, young Kirk. Jonathan is a very troubled young man, with much on his mind. Yes, he has dulled Cians 
voice, but only for a short while. Give him time, he will come back fo you." 


"But we lead such busy lives, Taliesin. How do | know that Jonathan and Cian will ever return?" 


"You forget that Jonathan carries the blood of Cian Mac Diancecht in his veins. Cian was also prone to these dark 
moods. All I could do was to let him know that | loved him and that | would always be there for him, even if he 
didn't talk fo me or even acknowledge me at the time. | suggest that you do the same for both Jonathan and 


Cian." 


"You never told me anything about Cian's background before, Taliesin Even now, all | know is that you love him, 


and that he's your soul mate. Other than that, | know nothing about Cian" 


"Where to start? Kirk, you must realise that many millennia have passed since Cian and | were together in our 
human forms. And that both you and young Jonathan were both sired when you were the same ages as Cian and | 
first met." 


"How old was Cian? | know that when you sired me, | was only 23." 


‘As was | when | first saw Cian. Cian, however, was only a boy of thirteen years old. Bear in mind that in our time, 
this large gap in our ages was not frowned upon It was common for girls as young as eleven or twelve to be 
married to men who were at least ten or fiffeen years older than them. What made Cian and | so different was 


that we preferred to know each other intimately. It was this deep friendship that people frowned upon, not our 


difference in age. 


Also, Cian was the son of a great healer, Diancecht, who was the master physician to the Tuatha De Danann, a 
people of great magical power. It was often said that the Tuatha De Danann had descended from the heavens; 


such was their power and knowledge. But more about Cian in due course." 


"What about you, Taliesin? | carry your blood in my veins, yet | know little about you." asked Kirk, rolling over 
onto his back, his arms behind his head. He could almost see Taliesin smiling at his question 


"What have you heard about me, young Kirk?" 
"Taliesin, I'm American! Okay, so | have Irish blood on my father's side, but as for my heritage, | have no clue." 


‘My name is Taliesin Ap Elffin, and in the Celtic mythology that came after the fall of the Tuatha De Danam, | 
have been revered as one of the greatest of all the Celtic bards. Only one is held in higher esteem than |, and that 
is Merlin | also possess great magical powers, having been the son of the goddess Cerridwen. h the Welsh branch of 
mythology, only one man was considered to have greater magical powers than |, a man by the name of Talhaiarn 
so, dear boy, not only have you the blood of a vampire running through your veins, you also have the blood of one 
of the most revered Celtic gods running through you. 


h fact, you have also inherited some of my powers. How else do you explain your excellence and skill on your 
chosen instrument?" 


Kirk almost fell off the bed in shock. Taliesin? A god? 
Whoa. 
Fuck me, thought Kirk 


If | have the powers that Taliesin says that | have, then what about Cian? Is he a god as well? And have any 


of his powers been transferred to Jonathan? 


"lcan see that you wish to know more about Cian, and young Jonathan. Very well Cian was a very handsome 
young man, and Jonathan was chosen simply because he looks exactly as Cian did at the age of thirteen 


As | said before, Cians father was a God of medicine, and the physician to the Tuatha De Danann Needless fo say, 
Cian possessed great healing powers It is said that he even had the power fo bring people back from the dead 
Affer we were parted, Celtic mythology states that Cian fell in love with a young girl named Eithne, who was the 


daughter of a man named Balor. And, as a result of this marriage, Cian became the father of a child named Lugh 


Lugh would eventually be revered by the Irish Celts as the God of the sun, light, the grain harvest, fire, metallurgy, 
crafting, weaving, and protector of the weak. Over time, the Celts, and practitioners of the Old Religion came to 
revere Lugh as their principal male deity, just as Brid would become their principle female deity 


So, Kirk, although | am considered a great magician and bard, Cian is more powerful than | having been the father 
of the great Lugh" 


Kirk was speechless at this revelation. His mouth dropped open, and his mind raced. 


"So let me get this straight. If | was to compare Cian and Lugh to the religion that | was raised within, then 


Cian would be considered..." 


‘h the religion that you grew up practicing, then Cian would be considered your God, and Lugh Hs Son, yes. Cian is a 
very powertul, but compassionate god Slow to anger, but fierce when roused 


Be wary of angering young Jonathan, Kirk | can assure you that he has been known fo be vicious, and unyielding 
when he has lost his temper. Cian has reported that Jonathan's temper and anger has gotten him in and out of 
many a brutal fistfight, and he is not afraid to use whatever weapon that comes to his hand 


My advice to you, Kirk, is to leave both Jonathan and Cian to their own devices. Give them time and they will both 
return fo you, with open arms and hearts. For just as | have loved Cian for all these millennia, so too will you grow 


to love Jonathan." 


"But, Taliesin, you haven't explained why you and Cian were parted!" whispered Kirk, still in a state of 


amazement. 


Chapter 6 


It took Jonathan almost three years of abject hell to get his mind and body back. And in those three years, 


he'd lost count of how much Jack Daniels, Jagermeister, speed and cocaine he'd taken. 


What really puzzled him was how quickly he seemed to recover from their effects. Most times, he put it down 
to his Vampire blood. Maybe, he reasoned, it was one of the perks. 


In those three years, he very rarely took notice of Cian's voice, much less Taliesin's. And then there was the 


tour that Korn had done with Metallica 
That could be summed up in two words. 
Kirk. Hammett. 


My god, the man, for some unknown reason, turned him on beyond belief. One look from those large brown 


eyes, and Jonathan turned to a quivering pile of mush. 
One time, Kirk had tried to talk to him backstage, and Jonathan had had to make a hasty retreat. 
Unbeknownst to Kirk, his reason for his quick escape wasn't because he didn't want to talk to him. 


It was because he'd suddenly noticed the biggest hard on he'd ever had in his life trying to escape from his 
green sequinned ADIDAS track bottoms. 


It was only as Jonathan was making his escape, that he heard The Voice. 
Taliesin. 


"CAryS....COLYS......you may try fo run, but you cannot stop fate. We will be together, young Jonathan, no matter 
how hard you try fo stop if." 


And Cian's voice came through, loud and strong: 
"Be gone, Taliesin! Leave us be!" 


With that, Jonathan locked Cian's voice away from both Kirk and Taliesin. He didn't care who got hurt. All 


Jonathan cared about was himself, and uncovering the mystery of Taliesin and Cian 


Over the three years since he'd kept Cian's voice to himself, Jonathan learned about how Cian's son was Lugh, 


the principle deity for the ancient Celts, and certain branches of, as he called it, "The Old Religion’ 


He was also being schooled in Cian's healing talents. Jonathan knew he'd got it cracked when Munky had come 
down with a slight relapse of his previous dose of viral meningitis, and looked like he might have to be 
hospitalised. 


"Let me in to see him." asked Jonathan, quietly. 


The tone of his voice contained a hidden power, and the other members of his band knew that it would be 


unwise to deny him. 
"What makes you think that you can do something that the doctors can't?" asked a confused Head. 


Munky and Head had been best friends since they were twelve, and, as a result, Head was very protective of 


him. 
"Trust me. If you let me into James, he might not need to go to the hospital." 


A low groan of pain came from Murky's room, followed by the muffled sound of him retching as he emptied 


his stomach of his last meal. 


Head glanced at Munky's room, then back at Jonathan He wasn't sure if Jonathan was bullshitting him or not. 


"I can't tell you. | just know that | can. Trust me." 

"But how?l?l?!" Head practically wailed, in exasperation 

Jonathan glared at Head, and Fieldy recognised the look. 

The same look that had come over Jonathan's face the night he'd told Fieldy that he was a Vampire. 

Fieldy tried to tell Jonathan to calm down, to back away from Head, but Jonathan was a very stubborn man. 


And although Fieldy had kept Jonathan's secret, Jonathan himself was in danger of letting the world know. 


Head decided that no, he was going to call a doctor. He could at least trust a doctor to get James to the 
hospital. Jonathan these days, was no better than a lush who he barely saw during daylight hours. 


"No. I'm sorry, HIV, but | don't trust you. I'm calling a doctor." he said, and tried to push his way past Jonathan, 
who was, by now, looking at the floor, and shaking with barely disguised fury. 


Suddenly, Jonathan's head whipped up, and Fieldy felt like he was back in Jonathan's house, back in Bakersfield on 
the night he'd found out Jonathan's secret. 


Jonathan's head snapped upwards, his hair streaming behind him, blown backwards by an unseen breeze, his 


dark brown eyes narrow slits of anger, and his fangs unsheathed, gleaming in the light of the corridor. His 
arms shot outwards, grabbing Head by the throat and lifting him upwards. 


David back away in terror. Head was beginning to turn purple as Jonathan's grip seemed to tighten around his 


throat. 


It was David who spoke first. 


Jonathan dropped Head, who lay there, gasping for breath, and then turned to face both David and Fieldy. Fieldy 


stared at Jonathan, wondering what had made him snap so suddenly and violently. 
"Jonathan?" he asked, cautiously, fearing the full force of his temper. 


Jonathan's voice softened slightly, and yet it did not sound like Jonathan. Yes, the voice was deeper than usual, 


but now there was a soft, Irish lilt to it. 


‘No. Not Jonathan: My name is Cian Mac Diancecht, healer to the Tuatha De Danann Who dares stand between 


me and this sick man?" 


Head, Fieldy and David stood there, shocked and too shit scared to stop this person, who definitely wasn't 


Jonathan. 
"You must go now. Leave young James with me. Everything will be well with him soon enough. Go." 


Cian's voice betrayed a tone that was not to be denied He turned and entered Munky's room, leaving his three 


friends standing there, jaws dropping in shock. 


True to his word, everything was well with Munky. The only sound that came from his room was one or two 


loud yells from Munky, and continuous chanting from Jonathan/Cian. 
Two hours later, the door opened, and Jonathan fell to the floor, exhausted 
Munky was sitting up in bed, rubbing his neck, and asking for something to eat. 


Nothing more was said to Jonathan about his being a Vampire. He was careful to make sure that The Hunger 


was never a problem, and fed frequently. 


But there were changes within the band known as Korn. 


Now, not only was Jonathan a Vampire, but so was Munky... 


Kirk woke with a start that night, feeling as if his life were no longer worth living. As did Taliesin, whose voice 
filled Kirk's head, wailing inconsolably. 


"GaP... AO seo CONS. QD cree OUP VOW LOY Scr COY Sorin" 


imperative that you do so, else Cian and I will fade from your memories." 

"What happens if you fade?" asked Kirk, a tinge of panic seeping into his voice. 

‘Both you and Jonathan will cease to exist You will smply.....die. You must waste no time, Kirk." 
"But how do | do this, Taliesin? | don't know where Jonathan is." 


‘Let me fake over, Kirk | have powers greater than yours. This means that | will be able to track Jonathan and 
Cian much faster than you." 


With that, Kirk simply got dressed, lay on his bed, and allowed Taliesin to take control. Taliesin levitated off of 
the bed, and floated over to the window. He opened it, and, with that, set off to search for his beloved Cian........ 


Chapter 1 


It was many hours before Taliesin reached the beautiful home where Jonathan, and, in turn, Cian, lived. He was 
stunned at how spread out it was, reminding him of the large home that Cian had once occupied with his 
father, Diancecht, back in Celtic times. But then again, Cian had not worked hard to get his house, whereas 
Jonathan had. 


He circled around the house, looking for an open window, so he could get to his beloved Cian, ask him why he 
had not spoken to him for six long years. This was the longest they had ever gone without speaking, and if 
Taliesin or Kirk had been mortal, it would have killed them. 


As for Cian/Jonathan, well, the change that had come over Jonathan was amazing. Jonathan, in the space of 
almost ten years, had gone from being a gawky, shy young man to a confident, self assured, man. He oozed, as 
far as his female fans were concerned, total and utter sex appeal. And just to add to it, Jonathan's cheerful 
admissions of his love for porn, and his teasing tales of how he was gay/oh, no he wasn't just made some girls 
want him all the more. 


It also looked like Jonathan had fully embraced his Vampire self, dressing as he did these days in leather 
trousers, black leather kilts (on stage), and various black metal/serial killer shirts. His right arm bore one of 
the most anti religion tattoos that either Kirk or Taliesin had ever seen, and Jonathan's hair streamed down his 


back like water, glossy and black. 
Kirk, over the years, found himself falling in love with Jonathan, with little or no encouragement from Taliesin 
There was something about Jonathan that captivated Kirk, and Kirk had long since given up fighting it. He had 


considered forgetting about Jonathan, but Taliesin had talked him around. He reminded Kirk as to why he had 
been sired, and that this didn't just involve him, it involved both Taliesin and Cian. 


Taliesin finally found an open window, and landed on the ledge effortlessly, like a bird. It led into a large 
bathroom, and both Kirk and Taliesin knew that Jonathan/Cian was near. 


"| take it that he is near?" asked Kirk. 
"Yes, Kirk And | do not intend to let my Cian go again." 
Taliesin slipped silently through the window, landing like a cat on the black marble floor. 


‘Go gently, young Kirk. | can sense that Jonathan is sleeping He has just returned from feeding | will let you assume 


control now." 


"Gee, thanks." sighed Kirk, and made his way to where Jonathan was resting. 


Jonathan opened his eyes. 
One of the perks of being a Vampire was that all your senses were heightened, and he could definitely hear 
footsteps. He sat up slowly, trying to gauge if this person was human or not. If it was human, then he'd send 


the poor unfortunate soul along to Munky. 


Although Munky was seen as being an affable, approachable person by the outside world, in Vampire form, he 


was an animal. And no amount of tutoring from Jonathan could rid Munky of this vicious streak. 

Not that watching it wasn't fun 

Back to more pressing matters. The footsteps were drawing closer now, and Jonathan caught the intruders 
scent on the slight breeze that filled the room. 

Now this was interesting. 


This person was also a Vampire. 


And it wasn't Munky. 


Kirk reached for the door, made to open it, but was beaten to it. The door flew open to reveal an interested 


and slightly annoyed Jonathan. 


"What was wrong with knocking on the front door?" he asked calmly, before he recognised Metallica's guitarist 
standing before him. 


‘Oh, now this is interesting. Not only have | got an intruder in my home, but it just happens to be Kirk 
Hammett." 


“Cut the crap, Davis." snapped Kirk. 
For almost twenty years he'd been a Vampire, and had had to deal with not one voice, but two conversing with 


him. He'd not only gotten a crash course in ancient Celtic mythology and history, but had gone from being 
resolutely straight to being gay overnight. 


He really wasn't in the mood for Jonathan's smart ass comments. 
Not now, not ever. 


Kirk began to walk towards Jonathan, taking large strides across the floor. And he wasn't taking no for an 


answer. 
"Where the fuck do you think you're going?" yelled Jonathan, backing towards the large four poster bed. 


"You're going to sit down, and you're going to listen. And not only that, Cian is going to listen, whether he likes 
it or fucking not" 


Jonathan stared in stunned amazement at Kirk. 

"How do you know about Cian?" 

"You'd be surprised at how much | know. Like that | know about you being thirteen when Cian sired you. That 
Cian was a great and talented healer. That Ciar's son, Lugh, was the most revered God in The Old Religion. And 
that the only reason that Cian was sent to Balor's castle was because his lover, Taliesin, was banished from 
Tara, because it was punishable by death to be a homosexual within Royal Tara" 

The backs of Jonathan's knees hit the end of the bed, and he fell backwards onto it. 

"How do you know of Taliesin?" he said, quietly. 

Kirk's features changed, revealing his Vampire self. His eyes narrowed to black slits, and his unsheathed fangs 
rested gently on his bottom lip. He spoke, but it wasn't Kirk's voice that filled the room. It was a voice that 


spoke in a mix of an Irish and Welsh lilt. 


‘Lam Taliesin. Just as you are Cian, even though you have hidden his spirit." 


